EXTREMES MEET

but he preferred it to typing. He went cheerfully to one
of the safes, jangling a great bunch of keys importantly
before he found the right one. Then he came back to
the table and with the help of a small much thumbed
dictionary and an eight-inch rule set to work. The
cypher was a complicated one, involving besides very
accurate measurement of the columns of small print a
good deal of arithmetical calculation. Crowder's smooth
brow was soon puckered like pink silk.

" Oh, crumbs! " he groaned presently,    " I wish those

blighters in London had to decode their own telegrams.

Spell a word of five letters, and it comes out R-Q-T . . ."

" Don't talk," Waterlow interrupted sharply.    " I'm

thinking something out"

And then in the way one's thoughts do behave when
the sun is blazing down on a gimcrack house where all
solidity has been sacrificed to a veneer of white marble,
Waterlow could not concentrate upon the problem of
those police spies he had recognized in the two cafes, the
problem of why, when normally a couple of them was
considered enough to supply the Chief of the Secret
Police with information about his movements, there
should be nine of them at least this afternoon. What
did it mean ? He thought of several possible explanations,
but presently he could think of nothing except the in-
congruity of Crowder. It was absurd enough that
Crowder should in times of peace be a licorice-grower
in Asia Minor, but it was even more absurd that war
should have turned him into the general factotum of an
intelligence bureau. Nobody ever looked more like the
occupant of the corner seat of a third-class smoker who
would get out at Surbiton. And he had done some good
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